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POETRY.
 Hy Life is Like ﬂ_w'Stunmsr Tose.

BY HON. RICHARD MENRY WILDE.

My life is like the sumnior rose

That opens to the morning kky,

" But, ere the shndes of evening cloge,

Is seattered on tHe ground—to dic!
Yot on that rose's humble bed

The gwecfest dews of night are shed,
As if she wept tho waste to see—

But none shall weep a tear for nre,

My lifo is like the autumn leaf
That trembles in the moon‘s pale ray i~
Its hold is froil—its dato iy brief,
Restlees nnd soon Lo pass nway ;
Yet, ere that leaf shall full and fade,
The parent tree will mourn its shade,
The wiflds bewail the lenfless tree—
" But nono shall brenthe a sigh for me!

. My life ia like the prints, which feet
Have lelt on Tampa's desert strand
Soon as the rising tide shall beat,
All trace will vanish from the sand;
Yot, ns if grieving to cffuce
Allvestigo of the human race,
On that lone shorelond monnsthe sen—
Dut none, alus! sha!l mourn for me!

4 -
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Death of Ii_-icluu'(l He:nr)' Wilde.

BY 1ION. A, W, MEEK.

The barp that sang *the Summer Rose,”
Iu straing go sweetly and go well,

That, soft s dews nt ev ening's close,
The pure and liguid numbers full,

I8 hushed and shattered! now no more
Its silvery chords their musie poup,

But, crushed hy an untimely blow,
Loth harp and flower in dust lie low !

The bard—alas! I kiiew him well—
A uoble, generous, gentle licart,
Which, ag his brave hund struck the shell,
Poured foelings through the veins of w1,
What radinnt benuty roundt his lyve,
Pure ns his loved ltalian fire !
Ile caught the stveetest beams of rhyine—
- The Tasso of bur Western clime! i

Nor thie alone; a loftier power,
*_That shonein lalls of high degree,
Apnd swayed the feelings ofthe hour, -
. A8 summer.winds (e PIpplad sene— -
Bright elopuence ! to him was given—
s Thnt spark the prophel drew from heaven!
‘It touched'his lips witl patriot flame,

‘And slied a halo round his n:me.

Bard of the South! the “Sumict Nose,”
May perish with the “qutumnal leaf,”
The *footprints left on Tampu's” shores
May vpnish with a dute as brief;
But thine shall be thic *Aife” of fame—
No winter winds can wreck the nnme ;
And I‘ulum mipstrels shall rehienrse
Thy mrluu in memorinl u:rse'

/ﬂ

ORIGINAL NOUVELETTE

-[l'.'om[u:_lsed i-}'x'presnly for the Orangeburg News. ]

Woodhnd Helghts.
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A ROMANCE OF THE
; DAYS C}]1 ’G 5.

—_—

.

BY PAYSAN.
( Concluded.)
CHAP. VIIL

“Auspicious Iope, in thy sweet garden grow

Wreaths for euch toil, & eharm for every woe."

Let us revert once more to Wallace Timrod.
We find him’ at Dr. Thrasmng’, still living ;
and sanguine hopes entortained 0{ his final reo-

| covery. - He has been well treated, both pro-

 fessicoally and socially.  Ilis wound is begin-
j ming.-to_heaul, and ho is about - tv prove the
rars ‘‘anc out of a*thousand! cases of the kind,
110 survive.and recover. Ilis friends and nl.x-
tives, however, have heard nothing of him
i since the 'wur, and suppose him dead. *All
{ communications have been destroyed, and there
is no possible chance for him to get a oetter
home. Oh! that he could get just one line to
Mary Adir, to let her kuow thut he is still liv-
ing—one live, thyt she might know that he is
the same unchanged, devoted ancas in days
gone by, - - :

Again we change the scene, and pass over a
Spring and sumamer
have passed away. Aut.umn too, hos bestowed
his treasures upon mankind, and daoffed his rus-
sot garb,  Winter with his bleak cloak holds
sway. Instead of the bright suushine, durk
clouds envelope the skios, whose dropping
flec so sproads a white covering over the val-
leysmuid plains..  Mary Adir is standing on the
door-step of her home at Woodland Heights,
watching the falling snow-flukes, as they sweep
through the air like white rose-leaves seattered
in the wind.
crlunannﬁ'ﬁ"hcr choék; and again she'looks like
hor former salf. Three wecks from that hour,
she and Tom Williland are to be.marricd. The

-| bave been marricd.
-| . once mysterious cause of my apparent unfaith-

The. ruddy. glow of«wn_ntm; has

thought fills her soul with dread. IHow cold—
how unnatural will be the union! But she is
plighted—not to love, reader—but to honor—
and she wonld rather sacrifice happiness than
this. Oh! that she could recall that insensate
interview, in which she had giyen an involun-
tary assent to that, which she would give
worlds'if she had declined. But, nlag! it is
too late.

8he hns set hor life®upon a cust,
And must stand thé hazard of the die."”

It was her own fault, nobody to blame but
herself. She had committed herself to a tacit
engagement, and must yield to the weakmess
upon which it was based. :‘Then away, ye
fruitless wishes,” she said mentally, us she
turned and entered the door of the parlor, for
the cold had begun to chill her.

A nice little fite, whose crackling fagots
scemed to try and cheer her pensiveness, greeted
her presence. Taking a seat near, she fixed
her eyes upon the yellow flames, and ro]npsel.l
into sadness again,

In ths midst of this solitude, u rap at the

door fnnounced  the presence of some one
supposing it to be a servant, she exclaimed—
“(ome in.”

A form rushed in—a glanee, und then a
startled gaze, whose wildness the presence of a
ghost could not have heightened, indicated her
amazement.  Was it an astounding truth? or
was it only a phantom? One inclination to
embrace it—another to shrink back from it,
kept her bound like an immoyable statue, until’
the ncar appronch of Wallace Tiwroed, with
the frank and open manner of former days, !
proved to her the truth and reality of ‘his pre-
sence, aud that he was to hier thé same as her
Wallace of old;
stretched arus, and wept.

Words cannot depiet, with justice, that hap-

py meeting, Sulfice it to say, that, after mus

tual questions and explunativns, the mystery| "
was expluined,—the” author of’ her misery was/’

now  seen through the ‘dark shades of lis cha-
racter—his persuasive cloquence and winning
love-talk, never greatly adwmired, was now re-|?
garded with loathing, ns the dissimulation of :u;
mlpnstor

(21
o

40k ! Wallave,” shie exclaliied, m & Bd
dnul tone, “I have been deceived,—Dugely de-
ceived. The dupe of my own wenkness, the

| vietim of a most eruel fate, the object of a

most shaweful design, 1L am plighted, Wallaee,
plighted to Tom Williland. But I am uide-
ceived now—three weeks from to-day we would
Iere is the ecause, the

fulness,” she is claimed, ns she handed him the
forged letter.

As heread his fuce became paler, and his
glamcc rore fierce. As the end approached
his paleness succeeded to a burning glow upon
his cheek, which told, that indignation and
{-cl:gml1wc were racking his brain.  After he
had finished, he tore the paper into a thousand
picees, and the play of passion over his fea-
tures showed plainer than words could express,
the yearning for revenge. Rising to leave, he
said half fondly and * passionately—* Mamie,
durling, you are mine!”

“Oh! Walluce hedr me just once’—ox-
claimed Mary, excitedly reading from his coun-
tenance his purpose of vengeance.

“I have scen and heard too much already”’—
he said wildly—¢“there is but one expatiation
that will satisfy this wounded pride—this im-
posture of a base spirit !

“Oh! Wallace. e calm,” s2id Mary., trying
to subdue her own excitement—you will act
rashly and tuke the life of Tom Williland, and
the law will,—will require yours in return.”

“Iear not for me, dearest,” said Walluee, and
tore himself away from her presence.

CIAP. TX.
“I've arms, amd friends, and vengennee near.'

Hurrying at onee to Mr. Craven's he sought
Garuest Sinclair ¢ raven, his most confidentinl
friend, and brother of ]\:ll-.. whom he had seen
Just before his interview w |bla Mary Adir; ex-
plained to him t]wtru.‘m.hor) of Williland; and
agked his assistunce in this extremity. [le

then wrote a challenge, alleging the enuses |

which prompted such a course, and demanding
an immediate choice of weapons and appoint-
ment’ of place ; and Earnest bore it at once to
Tom Williland.

A coward niight have shown fear at this un- |

expected demund for revenge.  But Tom Wil-
liland was no coward.  Although his counten:
dnee grew somewhat livid upon the reading of
the challenge, which was to him the first inti-
mation of Wallace's return, and the fuilure of

+his own  base designs, and his eyes quailed for

am instont only ; yet a second reading scemed
to gain for him new courage, and he oxpressed
his willivgness to accept the challongzo.

Pistols wero ‘the. weipons chosen, and ten
paces the interval, . Ton o'clock the next day
was the hour appointed, and (Gemote 1 erry the
locatinm,

and she fell into his out-;+

She h.ul Leen anslmrul by. the art ]
_ful and cuumug '.l.'nn,l AVilli nd

Both pumca lay down at the usual hour of
retiring” on the preceeding night, dnd slept
soyndly until the next morning. At the ap-
pn'rtﬁd hour the principals with . their seconds
and physicians were at the scene, that was to
test mental and physical courage. The dis-
tance was marked off, tho pistols londed, and
the principals of this dendly experiment for
dear life; stationed opposite each other. The
fcconds 'I.nol. their positions.

An imposing solemnity wns only heightened
by the. stillness of the hour. Nota branch
moved-=not a breeze stirred. All was silence,
solemn stillness, until the precautionary com-
mlud “ready,” was given. The principals
turnod 1 upon their heels and were urmycd face
to\fuce in the avenging juws of death. “Aim,
fit—one, two''—and the simultancous dis-
charge of two pistols proclaimed the decision.

Tow Williland fell.

“Shot 7"

“Yes ! the surgeon mmounccd“thrcngh the
) langs.”’

In twenty minutes he dted

{ During the interim between his mortal
'f'ourld and death, he rt'qucst(.d Wallace Tim-
fod's presence by his side, and in that contrite
s‘ule, which the approach of death generally
Lrings about, in the last - moments of life, he
con essed his error—the abuse he made of
Wu ace Timrod's ahsence; and prayed !ur"nc-
nes

“Toll Mary Adir,” said he, “that T hate met
a jast fute, but ask her in tlu. name of God to
forgive me. " Tears trickled down the checks
jof: Wallace Timrod, and in sobs of lamentation,

he‘extended to the dying penitent his hand in
| token of forgivencss.

L CITAD. X.

“The wars are over,
The spring is come,
The bride and her lover
Inve snughl their home:
Thc\' are happy, we rejoice;
Let ‘their hiearts have an echo in every voice."

P ren s e

'_’:".r -v:b-"-ul

-n:‘How soon the world forgets! Only two
-iﬂonths thave passed, since the fatal affray be-
eon Wallace Timrod and Tom Williland.
1@ latter is remembered, only as the reeital of
it __nli;e incident connected with his life or death
fesacte him to the ming, ' '

'?l:e shades of sadness caused by his prema-
ture death, have vanished. Anticipations of
gayety and pleasure have expelled the gloom;
and Woodland Heights is
thorough refitment.

All within is hurry and bustle. Chairs are
being set to their pluces, and tables arranged.
Busy voices of persons passing und repassing
indicate an unusunl eonfukion in those once si-
lent halls.

A busy troupe of bridesmaids in an ante-
chamber uare discussing and arranging their
toilets. bedecked
with artifieinl flowers are suspended in the par-
lorand over the door-facings, in token of the
coming event.,

One by one the invited guests are dropping
in. Mary Adir, in her white silken robe is
standing before a mirror arranging  her raven

undergoing a

Festoons of evergreens,

hair us the last prelininary prepuration for
that exciting, yet longed-for’ event, that is to
decide her fate for weal or for woe.

Twilight spreods its mantle o’er the scene.
The minister has arrived, and Mary Adir with
Waullace Timrod trips through the dense crowd
to the sucred ultar of matrimony. The solemn
ceremony is  performed, and they are pro-
nounced man and wife,

Yes! the book is closed. Ierhaps, hereaf
ter the indifferent will never have interest
enongh to read, and to the cnvious it will
never open.

The difficulties, the misfortunes and trying
ordeals through which they huve passed, are
now forgotten ; and the future, a smooth and
brilliant future, whose vista opens to their con-

[ templutive gaze, prospeets of unchanging love
fand enrthly happiness, has eclipsed the sad re-

- tminiseenses of the past, and heightened the

beauty of the bud of promise, which, in the
sunshine of love, is just now opening in per-
spective its bright petuls before threm.

MISCELLANEOTUS.

A Parable for Business Men.

There was once upon a time a man who kept
a store and sold goods wholesale and retail.

And beenme melancholy, because customers
were shy and times hard.

And he said:” Lo! T am ruined and the
sensation is |liﬁ:q'_fm:l'hlc.

And my ruin is the more painful to bear be-
cause it is slow in progress, even as water doth
gradually become hotter in the pot wherein
the lobster boileth, until the crustaceous crea-
ture shricketh out hissoul in anguish.

Lo! It is better to bo ruined quickly than

ta.ondure this slow torture.

I will give my money away to the poor man
‘—even to the poorest, which is he who printeth
nowspapers, and I will shut up my shop and

wrap myself in sack-cloth of desolation, : and
pass my days in the perilous or broken. banks;

cursing the hardness of the times and rcnd:ng e

my garments,

And the howling of Rome nhull be as dulcet’
sounds of dul¢imers, and they who blow ' the
flutes and instruments of music, compared to
the din, I will make inthe ear of the wicked—
even in the'ears of the bank directors.

And even as he said, so he did; for he was’
not like other men’s sons who are foolish and
know it not, and say they will do so and 80,
performing that which is contrary,

For the sons of men aro fickle, and he thaﬁ
is born of n woman doth spito his face Ly di-
minishing the length of the nose thereof.

Andflo! the printer—even he who publisheth
newspapers— was made glad by the bounty of
him who sold wholesale :md retail; and he did
sound his praises and print them moreover ;
aud did blow his trumpet of fame rcspecl.ing

‘that man's dealing from the rising of the sun

even to the going down of the same.

And he—even the printer of pnpera—dld
magnify and enlarge upon the stock of goods
which the trader had in store, and did publish
the variety and the excellence, and the new-
ness and the beauty, and the cheapness thereof,
till the people—yes ! all of them fur and near,
were amazed. ¥

And they said lo! this man hath gathered
from the east and west costly merchandise and
wargs of wondrous value—even the workman-
ship of cunning artificers—and we knew it
not. :

Go to, then.  We will lay out our silver and
gold in these things whu.h the printer printed
of, and that “hwh e doth publish’ shall be.
ours. Tor this man’s merchandise 'is better
than the bank notes of those who promise to
pay, and therein lie, even bauks of deposit
which beguile us of our money and swindle us
like sin. :

But the trader was utiil sad, and he suid: the

money that these people bring me for the goods,

in my store I will give'to the printer; and thus
will T ruin myself; I will' do  that which no
man hath done in timgor before. I will mnke
the printer man, whom all men scorn. for his
poverty, rich, and he shall be clud iu fine linen
and rejoice.

Aud the sons of men slm]l meet him in-the
market place, and the sheriffs shall #hun him,
and the scoffers shall be rebuked and shall t.nke
off their hats to him that was poor.

And he shall flash the dollarsin the eyes of
the foolish, and shall eat bank note sandwiches.

*Yes, even shall-he light his pipe with rail-
road .-mrip, and east his spittle on the beards of
other men.

For I shall ruin iy self, and he who adver-
tises me shall enjoy my substance.

But, lo! the truding man—even he who sold
merchandise became rich; and even as the un-
clean beast lieth in the mire, so stirred he not
by reason of much gold.

And the people flocked to his store from
the North, and from the South, and from the
East, and from the West.

And the printer rejoiced, and his “plmt"
did abound,

But the trader could not becoime poor, and
his melancholy ceased, and the smiles ol‘happl-
ness were upon his face.

And his children did beecome mighty in the’
Iand by reason of the dollars which many of
the people who read his advertisemonts had
poured into the trader's, money bags.

[Jewish Paper.

For 71k LApIEs.—As the season for wear-
ing light colored fabries is approaching, the
following method of preserving the colors in
washing these materials will be of interest. It
is from a lady correspondent of an. exchange,
who gays she has never known it to fuil :

“I herewith send you an excellent method
for washing dresses of printed muslins, lawns,
&e., so ns to preserve colors, whether the
pattern be printed in black or variega-
ted hues.  The dress should be washed in
lather, and uot by applying the soap in the
usual way—direct upon the muslin. Make a
lather by boiling some soap and water together;

let it stand until it is sufficiently cool to use, |

and prev iously to putting the. dress into it,
throw in a handful of salt; rinse the dresa
without wringing it, in ulc.ur, cold water, into
which a little salt has been thrown; remove it
and rinse it in a fresh supply of clear water
and sult.  Then wring the dress in a cloth and
hang it to dry immediately, spreading as open
ns possible, 50 as to prevent one part lying over
another.~ Bhould there be any white in the
vattern, mix a little blue in the water.”

e

'lws ™ Youna MEN.—Have always o
e 1 book within your reach, which  yon may
cateh up at your odd minutes ;- gingle thought
made your own may be an invaluable treasure
to you, and give color to your whole life. = IFifs
teen minutes a day saved in this way will give
you, in one year, a fund of valuable inforraa-
tion, which no young man of ‘enterprise can’
afford to spare; and how much may thus be ac-
complished.in a lifctime who cantell 7 .,

Why'is & lady of fushion hie-n*anccemz‘ul
sportsman? Becausc sho Jags the hair (ha?e) &
Why is a husband like a Mmismppl steant:
boat? Because he nover. knws w!:en he may Bt e
get a blowing up. AL -a.-o- ey

‘When is a lover like a tuﬂor? Whu ah.
presses his suit. s

Why are hot buckwheat-cakes . hh"“& mer-
pillar ?  Because they are the “grub" thnt
makes the butter fly. « N

‘Why is it that the moment of puppmg tha
question is so terrible to young * fellows thit
they. frequently cantot ,utter a word? Be- 7"
cause just then they love the fuu- one he}'ond 2
expression. P i e T £
Why is an uecepted suslor 41ik6 "person®
guilty of erime ? Becuusu he ought to be #
transported. : .

Why is a man who beats his“wife like an
exquisitely formed dog. Becum ‘he m a per-/ w« %
feet brute. e ST

Why does a salmon die before gthwe} }"ﬁ's’a— _' :
canse 1la exlstence is ora beforc It‘ cOmCS ﬁ)
life. v 4@

'What do cats have w'luch 'no oﬂmr nnﬂnal
has? Kittens. ¢ ,.-,

‘What is worse than mmmg p:tnhfurksl’ L :
Iailing omnibuses. o Sk e

Why is a man*with n eumxl spmc likea .
a house with a rear piazza? Bccnuse he ]_ms 378
back stoop. . S

Shorge, why, is f.lw Jm:!_:es River lll.e akeg- . o
of luger heer? Becanse tllcy both flowy into, 4
Dutch Gap Canal,. X w

Gerrivag MArRiED—A loafer, who had =~ %
been noisy, was up'before the! Mayor'd court: A
His honor told him to pay over five dollars for b
his fine.

“C.c-c-ean’t do it,”” muttered hc sl n-a-um "t
got tho p-p-pewtcr." ¥ g

“Are you a married ‘inan’?” inquired ﬂ:b
Mn} or. 7 . ’s‘

“N-n-n-not exactly so f-f-far gonc yct A SRRl

“Well, I wlll gave to send you to ths vrm'k W
house.” ? '

“Pet-t-taju't nothin’ to g-pzgo therb " gaid |
Alick ; “b-b-but when you t-t-talked' about

m-m- mnrrln"u, old fellow, youn fif ngMcqed
me."”
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PoriticaL.—T ‘say, you Sam Jnhusm
does you know anything aboiit dis woman, l‘ol-—

*ly Ticks, dat white folks talk so much about 7

“Well, T doesn’t.. You are too hard%for dis
child dis time.” “Why, Sam, I tort you
‘knowed chery ting.” “So I du/ T krows

Polly Jones, what sells coffeo in ‘do wegetable

mirket, and: I knows Polly Tomson, what does

gwyin_ out to.day's work up in Canal Street;
but when it comes to Polly Ticks, I'm hudurcd.
Guess you'd better ax white folLs, Pete; doy
peer to know all about her.”

A Doctor was summoned to a cottage at Har-_ -
wood, in England, and found a bay in need-of
his services. :

“Show youritongue,” said the doctor. '

The boy stared like an owl,

“My good boy, let me see your longuo,"
peated the doctor.

“Talk English, doctor,” uuul h!m muther,
and then, turning to her son, said, * ‘Hopen thy
gobbler, mul push out thy lolliker.”

The mouth flew open, and the doetor was
torribly.“taken in.”

For TrE BENEFIT OF THE REns.—When
Dr. Franklin was agent in England, in 1774,
one of the ministry inquired of him what
would satisfy the Colonies. - He answered that
it might . bo comprised in a fow Zes (the latin
for things—Xp.), and sat down, and wrote ay
follows: Zec-call your troops, re-store Castle
William, re-pair the damage done to Boston, re-
peal your unconstitutional acts, /¢ nounce your
pretensions to taxation ; and re-fund the du-
ties you have extorted. Afterwards, re- ~((uire
and re-ceive pay for .tea destroyed ; and then
re-joice in & happy RE-conciliation.

A StrETOnY YArN.—We were running-
down from Barbadoes, and the lady passengers .
were admiring the beautiful flying-fish, when
one turned to Jack Lady, who had the wlieol
and inquired,—

“Jack, do those benutiful fish ever grow
any larger 7" ;

“Why, yes; marii. Dowa thera at the Capo
Verds they grow as long as that nainmast,”
“Indeed! And do they fly, like these !

“Not 'zactly, marm. They flies- longer and
higher. * Some of 'em fly just like eagles all’
day, and more’n two miles high. Oue day
Bill Fawcett was slecpin® up in the foretop;'
with his dinner-port wide open, and one of 'em. -
Cape Verders flew right slap down his lhmnt. "

. “Why, Juck, that‘was singular! A fish 43
long as that m.inmast flying: down a mnn‘s.
.throat 7 b

“Beog pardon, marm ; ean’t talk much at the

wheel, I ’speck Bill musl; hn Btmrohcd lllm

blazes, or elsc my yarn has” S R >
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